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He is beautiful 


Author's Notes: 
Babybodom, set in 1991/98. 


Please, please, someone explain me how the fuck can someone with such a ridiculous haircut can still be hot 
enough to get into my mind and not get out anymore. 

| mean, I'm the fucking super-hot frontman of Children of Bodom, every girls wants me, and who stole my 
mind? 

A girl with wonderful long blonde hair and giant boobs? 

Haha, no. | never particularly fancied girls, | mean, | like them but it's never good with them. Not that it's bad 
but... | don't know, I'm never really satisfied. 

You'll never guess. 


My lankiest and skeletal keyboardist. 


God, he looks such a looser with that silly haircut! 
Beside the fact that he's a guy, and l'm not be supposed to like guys, he looks like if someone had put a bowl 
of noodles on his head, and when he smiles he looks even sillier with that big potato nose. 


So even leaving aside the fact that he is really clumsy and ungainly (he's just still growing in height -fucker-, 
so | guess he still has to get used to his new dimensions) and that he reminds me of Shaggy, the stupid and 
coward dude in Scooby Doo, he has really nothing that | can consider attractive. 

But good god, he's still so beautiful that I'd die to throw him on the wall and kiss the air out of his lungs when 
he smiles like that, and I'd give my soul to cuddle slowly his lanky body, kissing every fucking bone, because 
he's sweeter than a candy and cuter than a puppy. 


| cannot help but watch him when he plays, his long and skillful fingers running on the keyboard of his piano 
when he's playing at home a particular difficult piece: he bits his plump lower lip, and | feel the urge to touch 
him. 

When we're on stage, well, that sucks. 

He looks even more attractive, my eyes always turn to him. 

He moves less clumsily, taken by the music and using his keytar like it's a guitar: he always tries to copy all 
my moves, and this makes me smile. Maybe he thinks that I'm the expert one, that I'm the great Alexi Laiho, 
or some shit like that. 


l'm just being spontaneous, | mean. 


But I'm going off topic. 

What | wanted to say is simply this: that little (well, not really little, he's far way taller than me, even though 
it does not take much..) fucker has stolen my mind and my heart: 

When he watch me and smiles (god his green eyes!) my stomach knots, I'd throw him to the wall and kiss him, 
his eyes, his mouth, his cheeks. 

| can almost hear my brain and my heart sniggering together. 

Surprise, dude! We decided that for you is time to trying some male companionshpp, and guess what? We decided 
also that youre gonna helplessly fall in love with your keyboardist. 

What you said, rationality? Henkka is hotter? Like we give a fuck, we lke more Janne! 


Ladies and gentlemen, I'm most happy to present you the new summer sitcom: Markku Uula Alexi Laiho and his 
stupid arguments with his own even stupider head. 


eR 


That night | decided that it would be better to keep an eye on him. He was going drunk as hell, and he stumbled 
three or four times: before he did quintet, | decided that it was better if | dragged him to his own room. 

He spared me the effort to chase him, because he himself stumbled into my arms. | tightly gripped him, 
regaining balance a second before we could fall both on the floor: | may have not been drunk, but the alcohol in 
my veins was high. 

"Is bed time, fucktard’ | murmured, allowing myself to hold him a second more than necessary. 

"But mommy, | don't want to go to bed" he spluttered, giggling uncontrollably. 

"Shut the fuck up and let me carry you before you get hurt" | grumbled, dragging him. | was not very stable 
on my feet, and he was of no help: eventually though | manage to lie him on his bed, and | lay down beside him, 


breathless. 


He still jiggled, that fucker. 


After some seconds thought he stopped, and we stayed silent: eventually he turned towards me, lying on his 
side. 

"You know Allu, you're lucky" he whispered, his voice still spluttering. "You can have whoever you want. Nobody 
can resist you, you're hot and everyone wants you." 

| froze. 

What the hell he was meaning by that? 

Calm down, you idiot. He's Talking about a chick that prefers me to him. 


"|. may not be so lucky as you think" | answered slowly, turning toward him. 
| don't really know why the fuck | talked, really. Maybe it was the beer whispering into my ear dude, is really a 
good idea to confess him that maybe he's a bit more for you than a simple friend. 


If | were sober | would have never, ever confessed him that, but alcohol is called liquid courage for something, 
even though I'd call it liquid stupidity. 

"Who.. who could ever do that?" he whispered, reaching with his hand for mine and lightly squeezing it: | didn't 
took it off, and if he thought that | would have, he didn't show it. "I bet she's not even a metalhead." 

"I've not said is a she" | mumbled, diverting my eyes from him. | had no courage to watch him, and | closed my 
eyes. 

| had to open them though, because | felt a movement on my side, and a pair of lips brushing mine lightly. 

"J- Janne?" | whispered. So... so he was talking about me? 

"l- Im sorry, | didn't mean." he became red like an ember, but | dragged him again to me and | kissed him 
again. 

"IFs ok, you.. you just surprised me" | whispered, and | rolled over him, kissing him another time: | slowly licked 
his lips, and he opened his mouth letting me taste him properly. 

Our tongues wrestled slowly, he tasted so good, and all this felt so right. 


Suddenly he stopped, and | noticed that he had passed out. 
| really found hard to not burst in laughter. 
Giggling | tucked us in the duvet, and embracing him | fell asleep. 


Kebab for breakfast 


When | woke up the next morning our positions had completely changed during the night: | found myself cuddled 
into his arms, he was embracing me tightly from behind. 

| felt so good there, and | started to think. 

We had still our clothes on, so | guessed we did nothing last night, even though | didn't remember much: 
thinking about it, it was a good thing. If | was going to get in bed with Janne, | wanted to remember it, and | 
wanted it to be very good. 


| wanted it to be awesome. 


| observed him while he slept: he looked so innocent, his face was still so childish and the only trace of his 
manhood was the brown goatee he grew on his chin. His mouth was slightly opened, | could see his white teeth: 
slowly | caressed his fleshy lips, then | traced with my fingertip the line of his jaw. 

"Mmm... Allu?" he murmured, waking up. 

"Good morning. How are you?" | said. 

"Uh... fine... I've got no headache" he said, brushing his eyes, still a bit stunned. 

"Can... can you remember?" | asked, a bit worried. 

"Yeah, | remember everything, pretty much. Just some voids.. we.. we didn't do anything, right?" he asked, 
awkwardly. 

"Uh... just kissed. You passed out before we could.." | didn't complete the sentence but he got the sense of it. 
He nodded. "Anyway.. whatever you may think, this night... it was not the alcohol" he murmured, embarrassed. 
"l. | really have a thing for you." 

| leaned to kiss him on his lips. 


This felt so good... his lips were fleshy, and | licked them slowly: he opened his mouth giving me free access to 
his velvety mouth, and we kissed passionately until we ran out of breath. 

He tasted so good.. "I feel something for you too" | murmured when we parted. "I always wanted to kiss you." 
"|... | like it.. kissing you" murmured Janne, biting his lower lip. "Can we... do it again?" 

| just leaned to kiss him again. It felt so right, and fuck off all the he's a dude and you shouldn't be doing this. 
We parted just a second before Jaska stormed in the room, shouting "IT'S TIME FOR LUNCH YOU IDIOT IM 
CALLING YOU SINCE HALF AN HOUR, MOVE YOUR HEAVY ASSES AND LET'S GO TO LOOK FOR FOOD!" 


We got up quickly, trying to pretend that nothing happened: fortunately Jaska was too busy on complaining 
about how much he was hungry to notice that there was just a slight tension between the two of us. 
Eventually we ended up in a kebab kiosk, the perfect place for five twenty years old boys with a few money in 
their pockets: Jaska, Aleksander and Henkka were talking animatedly about various stuff, but | preferred to 
concentrate on my kebab. 

| still could feel Janne's lips on mine, and | brushed my fingertips on my mouth. 

"Allu, you're spilling meat and yoghurt sauce on your jacket" whispered Janne. 

"What." | was so deep in my thoughts that | didn't notice it, but Janne was cleaning it yet with a napkin. "Uh... 
oh, thanks" | said, feeling slightly embarrassed. 


‘Nevermind, you're welcome." 


We didn't talked anymore, we just continued our meal in silence, watching each other with the corner of the 
eye and immediately watching away if our gazes met. 
Useless to say that the others noticed our behavior immediately, and started to exchange eloquent looks and 


giggles: but nor me nor Janne minded them, we had other more pressing thoughts. 


For the first time, | felt really embarrassed in his presence. We confessed each other that we felt something 
(and still | couldn't really believe that he really could reciprocate my feeling), but now we were to a dead point. 
Jaska interrupted us, and now we felt extremely awkward when we had to touch, even just by mistake. 

Along the day though, things started to change gradually. 

That afternoon we had to practice in the rehearsal, and during a pause he joined me outside on a couch, 
handing me a can of beer. "Here.. | brought your favorite" he murmured sitting next to me. 

Oh... thanks, Allu" | said feeling greatly stupid. Someone else, a girl would have said something brilliant, but the 
best | could come out with was "You.. you shouldn't have." 

"Nevermind." 

Taking me of surprise, he leaned on me: after a few seconds of hesitation, | passed my arm around his chest 


and embraced him. | felt really sad when | had to let him go. 


When later practice ended, Alexi asked me if | wanted to go out with him for a couple of drinks, and | accepted. 


RER 


Thanks god the others didn't make puns or bad jokes about me and Janne courting each other like two fucking 
teenagers. 

Not that we aren't, thought. We're not even 19 years old! 

| took him in a nice Irish Pub near to my home, and we passed there the evening, chatting and sipping beer. 
We were avoiding the topic since the morning, but, hell, | would have surely not been the one who would have 
bring it out. | didn't feel like talking about the two of us kissing in a place where there was someone else beside 
us. 

When it was like ten in the evening, | asked him (awkwardly) if he wanted to stay at my place for the night. 
Goddamit, | felt so nervous! | didn't know what answer to hope for, if a positive or a negative one. 

There is a proverb which says "when you can't decide between two choices, throw a coin: when it flips up, 
you'll know what you really want": but | could not surely start to flips coins without looking crazy, so | just 
waited for an answer, my heart beating. 

"Yes, sure!" he exclaimed with a happy smile. Then he blushed, like a girl who's afraid to look like a slut. "| 
mean.. yeah, it's ok to me" he corrected himself, putting on that silly smile I'd kill for. 

We got out and walked to my place. The air was cool, and we were shivering under our leather jackets but we 
reached our destination soon enough: though, | was so nervous that | managed to smoke five cigarettes one 
after the other. 


Yay, let's tar our lungs at the green age of nineteen! 


In the end we flopped on my couch, awkwardly looking at each other. "So.. what we do?" 
He stayed silent for a second, chewing his lip, and then blushing he asked "Can.. can | kiss you?" 


| didn't even have to answer, | was just waiting this from the morning. | craved to feel again his lips on mine, | 


just wanted to kiss him properly. 

Maybe to do something more, if he was comfy with that. 

So, | leaned and kissed him. Lightly first, just lips brushing: then we both leaned and the kiss became deeper. 

| started to caress his cheeks, and his hands started to pet my hair. It all felt so good, | would have kissed him 
forever, my little (well, he was taller than me, ok, but fuck, you understand what | mean!) lanky and sweet 
keyboardist: 

Soon | found myself over him. | was starting to feel aroused, with him under me, and he just looked like he was 
feeling the same: as an experiment | rubbed our crotches, and | earned a chocked gasp. 

"God, Allu, l'm... I'm getting hard" he whispered, blushing. 

"Me too, you're just.. too hot, too beautiful" | kissed his forehead, his closed eyes, his nose, his lips, his 
cheekbones, his lips, his chin. 

With a finger | traced his jaw line. "If | do something you're not comfortable with, just stop me, ok? | am not 
forcing you or anything...” 

He nodded, unsure. | started to kiss his neck, | could hear his breath accelerate. "Do you like this, Janne?" | 
whispered in his ear, biting gently the earlobe: his arms clutched me. Yeah, he liked that | think. 

| continued to kiss and lick and bite gently his neck, pulling carefully his skin with my teeth: when | found a 
particularly sensitive spot, he winced and moaned. "A- Alllu.." he panted shutting his eyes. 

"IFs ok for you?" 

"Y- yeah, |... | like it.. just keep going.” 

| Kissed his sweet lips before sneaking gently one hand under his shirt, caressing slowly his soft skin and lifting 
slowly up the fabric, starting to trace a light path of kisses on his chest, gradually discovered. 

His breath was labored and he was panting quietly. When | pinched gently one of his nipples, he startled and 
moaned. "Allu... god...” 

"Sssh, sweetie. Let me take care of you. | won't hurt you, | promise.” 

| trust you." 

| really felt flattered | wouldn't have trusted myself. 

| took his shirt off, and immediately took off mine: his big and warm hands started to roam over my back: | 
wanted to feel his warmth on my skin, so | lowered myself, finally skin on skin 

"This feels good” he mused, kissing me gently. 

"Yeah.. | want to feel you more, though." | kissed him again on his neck, getting down slowly, making my way to 
his nipple first, making him wince and moan, and then to the waistband of his jeans. 

| slowly caressed the bulge on his pants, making him hiss. "Allu- fuck, that's.” 

"You want me to stop?" 

"No! no, that felt good... just.. | want more" he said, blushing. 

"Whatever you want" | whispered back, kissing him and opening his jeans. 

Good god, this was the first time ever | touched a guy in such an intimate part, and.. well, this was awkward. 
But it was Janne, not some random dude. 

My best friend. 

| lowered his jeans, and | started to caress him from over his pants. "Does this feel good?" | asked anxiously. 


"Y- yeah.. much better" he panted. "A- Allu, god, please, touch me...” 


Touch me. 


He had actually said touch me. 


Those simple two words just sent a shiver down my spine, | wanted him to be satisfied. My painfully hard cock 
didn't mattered anymore, | just wanted him to feel good, so | sneaked the hand under his pants, and finally | 
touched the most intimate part of his body. 

The skin was warm, silky and soft: my fingertips nuzzled his pubic air, and | liked when he sharply held his 
breath when | stroked him with more decision. "It's... ok?" 

"God, Allu, just stop asking me if it's ok, if it wasn't | would have never let you go this far!" he panted, pulling 
me into a burning kiss. 

"| just do not want doing something wrong, or hurt you" | whispered, reaching for his balls. It was so easy. All | 
have to do was just to replicate what | liked: | brushed my thumb on his tip wet of precum, twisted the wrist, 
| played with the foreskin and his balls... 

"You could never." 

| freed him of his boxers, and took my time to contemplate his long and skinny body. 

"You are perfect" | whispered, starting to kiss his jutting collarbones and every rib, cuddling his naked body as 
long | wished to do, nibbling and biting gently his skin 

"And you're still way to dressed to my taste" he chuckled, pulling me into a kiss and reaching to open my 
trousers, lowering them with my boxers. 

| winced when our bodies finally touched, hot skin against hot skin. 

"Mmmh, this feels so good" | panted, kissing him. 

| rubbed our crotches together, and that sent a sharp shock of pleasure through us both. 

| was so damn aroused as | never have been in my whole fucking life, and | wanted him so bad.. would he have 


let me take him? 


Wait, good god, | was.. we were just about to have sextll! My head spun for a second, but then | regained 
control over myself. This was what | desired. 

| wanted Janne. None else but him, and he was here now.. but the question was, is he ok with this? 

And besides, | had no fucking idea of what | have to do next. 

"Hum. So.. how do you want to.. proceed? | never.." | started, hesitant. 

"Oh. First time. Well.. hum. Would you rather be on top or..? If you don't mind, I'd like the bottom more" said 
Janne, blushing. 

"Oh, that's ok" | hurried to say, hoping that he didn't notice my absolute embarrass. 

"Hum.. do you have any lube? Or something that can work as lube?" 

Err... yeah, | should have some lube, let me go to fetch it." | hurried to the bathroom, and | rummaged hastily 
in the drawers. "Fuck, fuck, fuck, where the fuck it is... found!" 

Triumphantly | hurried back to the couch: Janne was still lying there, slowly wanking himself. Good god, my 


mouth went completely dry: | have never, ever saw something hotter. 


| went again on the top of him, kissing him hungrily. Only a few minutes have passed, and still | missed the 
contact with his warm and bony body. 

"The lube.. put some on your fingers" he panted when we parted, and | obeyed. "You need to stretch me.. a lot" 
he said, watching pointedly at my crotch. | blushed. It was the first time someone told me that my cock was 
actually too big. 

"Mmh" he moaned when | brushed lightly his hole: when | penetrated him slowly with my index finger, he 
arched back with a loud "Fuck!" 


| watched fascinated his body writhe while | was sliding my finger in and out. "Add.. a finger..." he panted, his 
eyed closed, and | did obey: he snorted with a little pained noise, and | caressed his belly to ease his pain, but | 
saw that it was no use, so | decided to do something more... drastic. 

His eyes opened wide when with my free hand | took his cock and started to lick awkwardly the leaking tip. 
"Allu.. what- oh, fuck, yeah.." he panted, bucking his hips when | took him in my mouth. 


A sudden idea made me crook my fingers, and he almost jumped on the bed with a loud, pleasured moan and a 
"Jesus motherfucking Christ!" 

| guessed | hit a particularly sensitive spot, a knot of nerves or something like that, so | poked him there again, 
making him wither. "Jesus fuck Allu.. stop doing that, I'm going to come!" he swore, moaning. "I'm ready... god 
good, Allu, | want you.." he panted, pulling me into a burning kiss. 

| quickly lubed myself, and | slid into his body: it was difficult, and | often stopped for he was crying in pain 
"F- Fuck Allu" he panted ‘just... just go all the way in!" 

"But | don't want to hurt you...” 

"Jesus fuck.. just do it, pain will go away sooner." 

| obeyed. Everything to make him feel better, so with an hard thrust | buried myself into him, resisting to the 
pain his nails were carving on my back scratching me to blood: | stayed still, until | felt him relax. 

"G- go, move" he panted, bucking lightly his hips. "Make love to me.." 

| started slowly to move. Good god, he was so hot, so tight... so perfect. 

| lost any perception of time, and | left my rationality behind to drown into Janne's body, into his warmth, he 
was like a hot pool of lava. 

My thrusts became harder and harder with the increasing of our passion, until | finally settled on a steady 
pace, not violent though, hiding my face in my brunette's neck: | changed slightly the angle of my thrusts, 
searching for that knot of nerves | hit before, and he arched under me, crying my name, almost sobbing. 

"A- Allu.. I'm not going to resist much more.. p- please..." 

| lifted a bit up to sneak my hand between our bodies to take his cock, starting to jerk him off frantically: his 
moans become louder and louder, until with a final "Allu!" he fell over the edge. | shortly followed him, blinded 
by the sensation of his muscles clenching mercilessly around me. 


My brain melted like wax as | came, long and hard. 


After | collapsed over him, we needed several minutes to regain our breath. Eventually | managed to lift up on 
my elbows, and leaned to kiss him, gently. "|. | love you, Jan" | whispered. 

He hugged me tenderly, and kissed me back. "| love you too, Allu.. that was awesome!" 

| smiled. "Yeah, it was absolutely great" | agreed, kissing him again. "What about if we get a hot shower and 
then we get into the bed? We will catch a cold, if we stay here." 

“Allright. Just help me up?" 


| kept his hand in mine while we walked towards the bathroom, where we took a long and hot shower, cuddling 
and kissing: then we headed to my bedroom. 

We nestled under the sheets, forming a warm cocoon of tangled arms and legs. 

"Good night, Allu.. | love you" he whispered. | could hear the soft beating of his heart. 

"Good night, Janne, | love you too" | murmured back, feeling pleasantly stunned by sleep. My eyes grew heavy, | 
couldn't move... | felt so good in Janne's arms... 


